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The Halian (Blow) Job 


The Cesena show had gone off like the proverbial fire cracker. Several thousand people had sung their hearts 
out. The stars of the viral Learn to Fly video had come out on stage. Their organiser had taken to the throne 
and made an impassioned speech. And, caught up in the moment of it all, Dave had pulled Fabio into an embrace 
and kissed him. Not that the Italian had complained. Instead, he'd hungrily returned the kiss, his arm tight 


around Dave's shoulders. The crowd had loved it, lapping up every single celebratory moment. 


At the aftershow party, Dave couldn't take his eyes off Fabio. Maybe it was the way the man constantly 
smiled Maybe it was the Italian accent. Maybe it was because of the very public kiss they shared. Whatever 


it was, the other man's presence was driving Dave crazy and he wanted a piece of it. 


It was in those moments when he forgot about Taylor. The drummer had returned to the hotel and left Dave 
to have his fun. They had an agreement in that both could sleep with others on the understanding that they 
wouldn't boast or brag about it. Dave was happy with that, especially when his stomach swirled with 
butterflies. 


Perched on a bar stool, he watched Fabio work the room as the after party began to wind down. He was 
around the same height as Dave with the same dark hair. He dressed all in black, his jeans nearly as faded as 


Dave's. As the Italian looked to him, Dave raised his glass and smiled. Draining the last of the whisky, Dave slid 


from the stool and made his way over to Fabio. 

"Hey," he said 

The other man beamed at him and the girl he was talking to suddenly scuttled away. "Hi" 
"So," Dave began, "I was wondering what you were doing after the show?" 


"Go home. Maybe go to bed" Fabio's smile widened and Dave felt his knees grow weak. "I don't know. | don't know 


if | can sleep. There has been too much excitement and | doubt it will die down for a while." 


Dave glanced to the bottle in the man's hands and noted that Fabio was drinking the same thing as himself. 
Beer. "I was wondering if you wanted to go and get a drink after all of this? Just you and me?" 


He wasn't sure if the Italian's smile could grow any wider. "Sure! I'd love that. Let me finish up here." 


Dave gave him a smile and a nod. "Take your time." 


By the time they left the party, Dave was buzzed. The excitement, adrenaline, and alcohol were coursing 
through him. He was being his usual silly self, laughing and singing as the luxury car took them back to the 
hotel. 


"| thought we would be going to a bar?" Fabio asked. 

Dave shook his head. "I'm ready for some time out, you know? | just want to spend some time talking to you 
without everyone else trying to elbow in" He grinned and leaned a little closer, inhaling the other man's scent. 
“cause what you did was fuckin’ amazing and | want to know about the man behind that." 

The interior of the car flickered with the light of the passing street lamps. By their light, he watched Fabio 
turn and give him a little smile. There appeared to be no fear in his eyes. Everything about him said that he 
wanted Dave, just as Dave wanted him. Leaning forward, Dave closed the smoked glass that separated them 
from the driver and curled his fingers beneath the other man's chin. 

When their lips met in a gentle kiss, Fabio whispered, "You didn't mind people seeing on stage." 


"That was out there," Dave murmured. "Now | want some private time with you. Hope you don't mind." 


The Italian slid a hand along Dave's jaw and into his hair, drawing him in deeper. "Not at all" 


They managed to evade any fans or prying eyes to make it to the hotel room. The room was modern, all black 
and white with small lamps throwing just enough light to illuminate them. Digging through the mini bar, Dave 


pulled out a couple of beers. He was surprised when the Italian waved it away. 
"No more." 
Dave raised an eyebrow. "You're drunk?" 


Fabio smiled softly and Dave felt his heart melt a little more. He could see himself drowning in the other man's 
eyes. Could already feel himself falling under Fabio's exotic spell. The way he smiled at Dave. The sparkle in his 


eyes. His accent and confidence. All of them were weaving a magic that Dave hadn't felt for a long time. 


"No, not drunk. | don't want to be drunk" The Italian stepped closer and Dave realised that he was on the edge 
of something. Of stepping off a cliff and into something new and exciting. Holding his breath, he let Fabio walk 
up to him and slide a hand along Dave's face. 


Dave closed his eyes and sighed as soft lips met his in another gentle kiss. Their touches were feather-light 
and fingers began to crawl beneath the hem of his shirt. He slid an arm around the other man's waist, his 
hand flat against Fabio's back as Dave drew him close. 


"| hear that Italians make good lovers," he murmured. He paused before continuing, "| want you To fuck me." 


It was something Dave had never said before, not even to Taylor. No one had ever been inside of him. No one 
had ever seen that side of him. But, for one night in Italy, he was ready to let the magic take over and allow 
someore else to see inside of him. 


Sinking to his knees, he peeled the Italian's jeans down his legs and exposed his hard dick Dave licked his lips at 
the sight, taking in the other man's length and girth. Wrapping a hand around the base, Dave closed his lips 
over the head and gently began to suck. Fabio purred softly, one hand massaging Dave's head. Thick, salty pre- 
come slid down his throat and Dave moaned, lost in the moment. His mouth moved lower, his jaw stretched as 
his tongue swirled around Fabio's length. Dave wanted it all. Wanted the night to keep on going. Wanted to take 
everything that the other man had to give. Fabio had already given him so much in the way of the video and 
the love of the fans. But Dave knew that there was so much more. And, in his own way, he wanted to repay 
that love and kindness. He wanted to be on his knees for this man, worshipping the ground he walked on and 
thanking him for everything he'd done. 


Pulling back, Dave lifted one of Fabio's legs. Making sure the other man was balanced, he carefully took off his 
sneakers and socks before bending and pressing kisses to the man's feet. They were long and slender and Dave 
couldn't help himself as he laid kisses along Fabio's toes. The dark haired man purred and squirmed and Dave 
felt himself smile. 


Finally, he sat back on his heels and looked up. Fabio stood with his eyes closed and his lips parted One hand 


was balled into a loose fist while the other reached to stroke Dave's head. 

"More," he murmured. 

Dave raised an eyebrow. "More?" 

"Yes, more. That felt good." 

Dave grinned as he once more leaned down and pressed his lips to the other man's naked feet. It was 
something else he hadn't done. While he loved and adored Taylor, their love making was often quick and hurried, 
a result of the pent up energy and adrenaline that course through them both. But he had a feeling that Fabio 
would be keeping him up all night, only allowing Dave to rest once they were both spent. 

"| want to get naked," Dave murmured. 

Fabio grinned and Dave noted the twinkle in the other man's eyes. "| want you to get naked, too." 

Getting to his feet, Dave quickly stripped off his clothes and dumped them on a nearby chair. His cock sprang 
free and he wrapped a hand around it, eager to feel the pleasure ripple through him. Yet the man standing 
across from him gave Dave the smallest of smirks. 

"| wouldn't do that if | were you," Fabio gently pressed. "This is going to last all night” 


"All night?!" Dave protested. 


"Umm-hmm. All night. Don't worry. You'll enjoy it. That | can promise." The other man nodded towards the bed. 
"Why don't you lie down and make yourself comfortable?" 


Dave did as he was asked, spreading himself over the large bed. His cock lay thick and heavy against his 
stomach. From his vantage point, he could watch the Italian man undress and Dave did everything in his power 
not to wrap his hand around his cock and jerk off. Fabio was gorgeous, slimmer than Dave and with sunkissed 
skin He moved with an ease that Dave had seen a million times before around Europe. While the people of his 
homeland moved with confidence, Europeans moved with a knowledge that they had centuries of superiority 


behind them. 


Dave's eyes followed the other man, watching as his thick erection bounced against his hard stomach. Again, 


Dave ran his tongue over his dry lips. 
‘Lube and condoms are in the bathroom," he said softly. "In my wash bag." 
Fabio stopped and raised an eyebrow. "Really? You have another?" 


Dave shrugged. "I have an occasional lover, yes." 


"And he's here on tour?" 
"Yes." 


The Italian said no more as he strolled away to the bathroom. Dave took the opportunity to give himself a few 
quick tugs. Soft sighs left his lips and he let his eyes fall closed. His hips bucked from the bed as he pushed 
himself in to his tight hand. 


Nothing more was said about Dave's other relationship. He waited, a little impatiently, for Fabio to return. Dave 
knew he was being teased and played and he didn't mind in the slightest. For the first time in a long time, it 
wasn't him in control. Someone else was taking the lead and allowing him a few moments of respite from the 


madness that was his life. 


When the Italian finally did emerge from the bathroom, Dave smiled and pulled his knees up. He spread his legs 


a little wider, inviting the other man closer. 
"Do it," he murmured. "Do this. | need it" 


Fabio knelt on the bed and Dave shivered when his fingers lightly caressed the soft inner skin of his thighs. 


"You need it?" 
"Yes," he purred. "I need it. | need to lose myself for a while. If only for tonight.” 
The Italian's fingers moved higher and Dave sighed softly as they danced across his dick. His eyes fell shut as 


Fabio gently began to prepare him. Smooth, sweet smelling gel was carefully spread over Dave's skin and tight, 
puckered entrance. When the other man pressed himself close, Dave gasped. 


"Okay?" Fabio asked. 
Dave lifted his head long enough to nod. "Perfectly. Keep going. | know it's gonna hurt but | don't care." 


He took a deep breath as he was entered, his body adjusting to have someone inside of him. Pain seared 


through Dave and his breath came out in a low hiss. 

"Okay?" Fabio asked again. 

Once more, Dave nodded, his eyes squeezed closed. "Perfect." 

Surrendering all control was hard for Dave but he was determined to do it for the man that lay over him. 
Already his heart ached with the knowledge that, by morning, Fabio would be gone. Another contact in his 


phone book. Another bland looking email address. Another Christmas card from some far off town that Dave 


may never visit again. 


With his eyes still closed, he began to move with the Italian The pain began to subside and a warmth spread 
through Dave, making his head swim and his body sing. He gasped and moaned and wound his legs around the 


slender man's waist. His arms went around Fabio's neck and Dave pulled him down for a heated kiss. 
"Stay," he murmured against the other man’s lips. "At least until the end of the tour.’ 

Fabio slid a hand beneath Dave's head and cradled him, pulling him closer and deepening the kiss. "Sorry?" 
"Stay with me for the next few days." 


The other man's movements became slower and Dave whined as the pleasure began to subside. His cock was 


heavy against his stomach, pre-come pooling against his skin. 
"You mean it?" the Italian asked. 


Dave lazily opened his eyes and stared up at the confused looking man above him. He nodded and a slow smile 


spread over his lips. 


"Every word," Dave replied. "I want you with me. | want you to do this every night because-" Dave tightened 


his legs around the slim man. "| haven't felt this relaxed and pampered in a long time." 


Nero didn't have anything on Fabio as the Italian's smile could have lit up Rome far brighter than any fire. He 


gave an experimental thrust, one that made Dave whimper with desire, before speaking again. 
"But your boyfriend?" 
"He'll be fine," Dave panted. "He might join us." He paused before he softly begged, "Please make me feel good." 


Dave melted into the bed as the other man began to move once more. Hands slid beneath his body and clasped 
his shoulders. Lips whispered over his cheek and to his lips, Fabio's beard gently tickling Dave's skin. His cock 
was trapped between them and the other man's movements pushed Dave ever closer to the edge. His arms 
tightened around the Italian's shoulders and Dave whispered Fabio's name as he spilled himself against their 
skin 


Fabio hadn't lied to him when he had said that their love-making would last all night. The sun was just beginning 
to warm the room as the two men finally fell into a deep, relaxed sleep. It was a night that Dave wasn't going 


to forget in a hurry and one that he looked forward to repeating for many nights to come. 


